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The Hi fl or te of 


^Asdiey are fhanng, theTrince and Tomts - 

rån. Your xnoney. _) fet vpon them,they all rttmear»ay,andpd . 

Voirt. Villaincs. "}/? aljfe after a b lov or two rims away tog s / f ,,. 

^uittg the b ooty behind thetn. 

Tm. Got with much ealé.Now nierrily to hcrfe.the thecues 
arefcattered.and poffeft with feare fo fhonglyphatthey dare 
notmeete cach other,each takcs his fellow foranofFicer^way . 
good Ned, Falfialfe fwcares to death, andlards the leaneearth 
as hewalkes aicng : wertnotforlaughing, I flaouldpitty him. 

Pomts. How the i ogue roard Exem. 

Ettter Hotjfurfolus,reading a Letter. 

T ut fir mine orvne part, my Lord, I could be reell contented to be 
there,inrejpecl of the lotte I beareyour houfe. 

He could be cötented.why is lie not then?in the refpeft ofthe 
louehebearcs our houfe: befhowesin this, be loucshisovvne 
barne bettir then heloues onr höufe. Let tne fee fömc more. 

The purpofeyouvndertalse ts dangerous. 

Why thats certaine,us dangerous tp Rike a cold, to fleepe, to 
drinkf,but I tell you(my Lord fbolé)out of this nettle danser, 
we piuckc this flo wer fafety. 

Thepurpofeyouvndertake is dangerous,the fiendes you hatte ne.med 
vncertame,the time itfelfe , vnforted,andyour rvholc plot too lightfor 
the counterpoife offogreat an oppoftion. 

Say yöu fo/ay you fo,l fay vntoyou againe,you area flial- 
low cowardly hinde, &youlie: whatalaclc-braineisthislhy 
theLord our plot is a goed piot as euer vvas laid,our ffind true 
&conftant:a good plot,good friends.Scfulofexpe&ationian 
cxcellentplot, very goodfriendsjwhata frofty fpiritedrogue 
is this? Why,niy Lord of Torpé commcnds the plot,& the gene- 
fdll courfe ofthe affion Zcunds & I werenow by this rafcall, 

1 could brainehim with hisLadies Fanne. Istherenotmyfa- 
ther.my vncle,& my feife,Lord EdmundMortimer, my Lord of 
OrrenGlendoveer ? Is thers not befides the Donf.a' 
liatie [not all rheir letters to inccte me in Armes by the uinth 
ofthe r.ext month : and are they not forne ofthem fet forward 
alread» ? What a pagan rafcall is this,and infidell ? Ha,you Ihall 
feenow inverYlincerityoffeareand co!d heart, vvill heto the 
Kmg, and Iayopenall ourproceedings. 0,Icould diiiideniy 
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Jiettrie tbefottrth. 
fcife.andgoe tobuffets,for mouing fuchadilh of slcim Milke 
with fo honorable an aftion. Hang him, let him tell the King, 
we are prepared.I will fet forward to night. Ettter hisLady . 

How now Kate,\ mull leaue you within thefe two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord,why are you thus alonef 
For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Hameshedl 
Tell mee,fweet Lord,what is't thattakes fromthec 
Thy ftomacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth, 

And ftart fo oftenwhen thou fitft alonc? 

Why haft thou loftchcfiefli blood in thy cheekcs. 

And giucn my treafuresrandriiy rights of thee. 

To thick-cyd mufing.and cuvft melancholy? 

In my faint flumhers.l by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmure talesof yron Warres, 

Speakc tearmes of mahdgcto thy bounding Stced, 

Cry courage to thefrcld : And thou haft tsllkt 
Of fallics; and retires, trcnchcs, tents, 

Of pallizadocs, frontiery, parapets, 

Of bafilisks, öf canon, culuerin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,and of fouldeirsflainc. 

And all the current, ofa hfddy fight, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin fo at war. 

Ana thus hath fo beftird thcein thy fleepe, 

That beds of fwcat hath ftood vpon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame, 

And in thy face ftrangc motions haue apeard, 

Such as we fce when men reflraine their breatb, 

On forne great fodaine haft. O what portents are thefe ? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

And 1 muft know it, elfe heloues nienot. 

Hot. What ho,is Gilliams with the Packet gone? 

Ser. Heis,tnyLord,anlioureagoe. 

Hot. Hath B Ut ler brought thofc Horfes from theShcrifFc? 

Ser . One Horfe,roy Lord,he brought euen now. . 

Hot. What Horfe? aroane,a crop care,is it not? 

Ser. It is,my Lord. 

D. Hot . 
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